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rilAl'TF.R XII.Conrlu'dad.
" Ah," snid he to himRelf,u is man forever to

bs the one blemish on the face of this beautiful
creation? Is humanity forever destined to

ui'ttje ihe single discord in the diapason of the
n Averse? My countrymen, are we to gorge
this Iresh and virgin continent with blood and
crime, as our lathers and brothers did and do
the old'/ Is it not a strange and sod proof of
tl,- diH'eierce between Christendom and Chris
iiai'.ty, lhat eighteen hundred years after the
author cl the Epistle to the Hebrews wr&u-.
L-.i brotherly love continue,' it should bv

i. i ni ci'SHary to nroclaim aoianc sui disant

work tor themselves, readily and thoughtfully
provided with employment, if necessary, hy ,
other-; the richer, for their neighbors. The
mtt-ier would loose the slave; the slave, cling
to the master. We should all be every day al-
mos; as eager and happy to befriond each other
as we now are, when some great calamity.a <

fire, ship wreck, or tornado.wakes up the an-

peiic instincts in us, which so soon grow torpid
again in our heavy worldly air, and for an hour
or a week changes earth worms into men, and
met. into heroes. Wherever we went.north,
t uth, east, or west.we should find at need, in
every stranger whom we met, the Good Samaritan,walking in some new disguise.

I ii.-rr were no need ol arsenal* or forts.' i

The strength of nations, no longer suicidally
wasting itself in their reciprocal destruction,
would be combined for gigantic labors in breakingin for the service of man every practicable
portion of our globe, and in bringing to light
all ns atlainable hidden resources, for the proent.ilr.l,.11 A I.Kan,U..
f. « J V. ri»v u linn rail, il new UHOOy rtUUTD IUW

bins of Kden, would quicken and warm all
hearts.the joy not only of receiving, but of doin?good. The custom ot promotiug the weltar&ofothers might have become, through gratitu<b , sot ial sympathy arid a sort of generous
( npetition, as ardent a passion as that ot seek
u p one's 0*11 is now. Our old had fashion of
treating one auotner, and our God, as foes, has
t"-en tiied long enough, not on the whole to the
sat intact ion it anybody, except of Satan, who
set it. 1' »i as already old when the Gospel was
ne* I.. ,g tned, and always found wanting.

t yet have stupidly persisted, one after another,
generation after generation, in continuing to
try it ever since. When will the new fashion
come in? \Vheu ahull we tind all within and
without us eagerly tollowing the example of
Citris; m brotherly and tilial love?"

Ah, not yet, young dreamer, not jost yet I
One -eneration of young dreamers.and actors,
t > like you might do something towards bring

ti.-- i; ab.mt; but you have lallen, like yourhud and Master before you, upon a generationnot of vipers, altogether, by auy means,hut of men, just men.men as they used to be,
men na they are.neither angels nor devils, but
mongrels.creases between the two.not Christiansyet, with some apparently rare exceptions,it t< be Christian is to be Christ-like.but only
no loner? ,l. ws nor Pagans!
A i Herman's meditations reached the point

r.bovc recorded, he became aware that they were
it euait.iy forming themselves into a tnBe, the
time ot which was marked by a steady sound,

L: o.i .< J.v i
>p[i[u«;aiii^ .- mump i nu»-#-u(iu i

thump ! rob a dab 1" It waa the beat of a
drum. It had net, he thought, the precision of
the p> rlormance of the regimental drummer,
lit- hh(j seen no reason to think that the Freeatemen were likely to be out. They had
told him that the Border Ruth ins had probablyreerossed the border the night before. What
could this mean ? There waa certainly the
b raping of a fiddle, too ; and now a noise of
coarse singing 1 He resumed his walk towards
birrarks. voice followed him, and, turn'Vhis head from time to time, he soon sawfollowing the sound into sight, a grotesque ir-1
regular procession of dogs, horses, and two orthree hay carts, iu the midst of a mob of redfihirted,butternut-colored trowsered beardymen- They whipped and kicked the horses,and came hootiDg and hurrying on, some riding,and some running and holding by the hay carts,drer the foremost, a deep crimson Hag, with awhite star in the centre, dapped and swungfrom the staff, which was lashed to the righthandcorner post of the frame. Here was atroop ot ruffians, most evidently.of Borderit itlian9, most probably. Herman could notget out of their way without running.nor withpeihaps. He jogged on accordingly in their
w*»y. Their drum appeared to be perseveringin a march, their fiddle in a jig. They themselveswere in the mean time vocally performing,in a tipsy chorus, a simultaneous variety of"

nepro melodies," among which, u Ole DanTucker '
was for the time predominant." High 1" yelled one of them, preluding hisrecitative with a faithful imitation of an Indian

c.viiized uations, Let brotherly love begin, and
that the doctriue should be accounted new, fanatical,impractical, and wild ? What a different
slate of things the world would by this time
h i.vc presented, if that pure love had coutiuued
tr-.m the tirst to npreal ever it, tho spirit everywherein only that one respect keeping pace
with the name of the Saviour. The strong, insteadof irt.iupling upon the weak, would have
b- -ii seen luting them up; the lofty have been
h >rd -ay ng to the lowly, ' Come up higher,' insn-.dof,'Crouch beneath my footstool;' the
i« a!ied, instead ol seeking to fix their increaa
I:./ ,h.* ledge ai a great gulf between thenii,e. a ai d their fellow-men, would have been
often eiopl.ijrt'H eagerly in making by means of
itpuiootht rroads for tho ignorant to ascend upon.
The unlucky debtor, instead of running away
or blowing he- brains ont, would go with confilenreto his wealthieat neighbor, and find no
ii:ii. oil j in obtaining aid, beyond an honest unxlliuguefi to seek it. As often as a charitable
l..d was done, the pleasure would have been

r.r. ti. doer's side; the pain, if there was any,
oil that of the asker. The person who had saved
the inorit mm would be held agreater hero than
iie vh i had killed the most. He would have

n considered the greatest statesman who had
fl .wo '!n most skill in harmonizing the inter-
eatf- of other countri s with these of his own.
The p> (savage would have been guarded,
r n wiib, and taught, by his civilized neigh-
i or-, kindly and patiently as an idiot by his

..1- lv.^,1 n'L. 1 .
.. y iriuiunr, ine neauiy, instead

.a! i! t' the power of her charms, like that i
<\ a puce of ordnance, by the amount of mis
cfurl they « oul i do, would deal with the happii,«-m<.f her )oung admirers as cautiously as she
w 11id hare her beautiful.no longer rival.
-iriid l» il with that of her favorite brother.
11 r brilliant and accomplished gentleman, in
trad t liouisin!' hirmelf by playing cfi the folIpi slid drawiiH'nnt the weaknesses of the art less

ur. 1 inexperienced, would, by the dignified re
e paid them, teach them to respect and

d " ify themselves. The ship owner would say
to the home-sick emigrant, Will you sail ? as
rm.i.h as the .lehu ea>s to the well-dressed na
live American, 4 Will you ride?' Theft and
... iier.e'**, Ui.u puvhriy, scarcely less so.

T t iVi-nder would be eager to acknowledge and
r. »ir I misdeeds; the offended, to forgive and
h,.-^ ihem forgotten. Knvy and jealousy would
Ave died a natural death. The joy of one 4

* ii r the iov o! very one. Theooorer would l
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war whoop. 44 Dog-gonec if h'ar aiu't Dan
now I

1 Oit ont de wiiy, ole V _>n Tucker!
You'sc too late to co#**^to supper,' aC."

44 Darn yer, 'tain't nut \ ! " responded one
of his tuneful brethren. 4~

^wow, if 'tain't YankeeDoodle. Gorry I V .t my splendiferous
breeches!" cor.tinued h» ,.'floking down from
his height, as the cart in.^hich he stood came

along by list man, and plot ting sympathetically
at his own nether garments, which happenedto be of buckskiu. "Issckon woollens wos

cheap vhar you wan rait «<J, stranger.
'Oh, Yankee Doodle's c»m<d to town,All dre-«ed.in striped use's!
Suys he. The city's built j thick

I cannot see no house'I-^
Chorus..I cannot ??». 10 houses.'

Hash I yah I he ! ho I hi- 'c.J44 What was the price .j4 azors when yon left
Bostiug, V. Doodle, Kak ?

44 What'll yer take for-* Ikinker's Hill Monumentto make a dam foc'iie Miasonra? Give
yer a almighty dollar.ijUy rente niore'n it's
wnth, too.come 1 "

44 How's yer pilgrim la Lit" ? "

44 Durn yer fool," crta? another, extracting
the nose of u bottle troin ' mouth, and in the
k>i, as it were, unoorkiu>kia voica, '' be sm't1
uo Yankee ! His cheefc..»a just like a ton,uttur's."

44 Dog-gqned if he ain'iv See his rig. Trig
as a tailor." *

44 You be dog-goned, tl.vn I Ha ain't got no
gab. What'll you bet ? '*?

44 Treat all around, fa?" store we come to."
44 Done ! Blast yer, K*1 chum I Runnin over

the moon, be yer ? Hoi--, on thar! "

The foremost cart, wh-1 h had already gonejolting by, halted; and a' did the rabble rout,
by this time encompassii.« Herman before, behind,and on one side.O y the other side of the
cart-track there ran theffiver. Herman still
made his way on as well s he could throughthe crowd, entrenching h iself in silence.

Ha rtt Idtar ! " neiurl * a
, .^.uw. v» IUU % O UI M1U UlDfUUtllMf,calling afler him from t cart, pricking the

wheel-horse with a bowie nife to make it atart
forward, and then pulling t up on ita haunches
beside our hero, " what ti er call the travelin
milk-pump With four tro- *rs underneath, two
pokers in trout, one hat V hangiu down behind,for you to grab at when you wants to
catch her, and a leather j ket on ? "

" Why, I suppose," id Herman, facingabout, and, in spite of hit mpatience to be rid
of them, bursting into a earty laugh at this
most uu-Agassii like det" iptiou, "you must
mean a cjw." '
" Thar, he said keowi-1 exclaimed one of '

the betters, triumphantly. "Anld, he treats I
Auld, he treats I "

" Darn yer, I won't! " .j fined Auld. " He 1

didn't commence to. Ho kaid ' cow ' as neat '

as any on us."
" Cause tim to repeat "again," said an eld- \erly man, better dressed an the others, who 1

appeared to be in author! I
Herman had pushed o i a few paces. The 1

humane feats of the charioteer were re perform 1

od, and the war-chariot w *s again at his side, :
with what looked like th * muzzle of a small '
brass field Diece ahowinar- *>lf <>» i

lide, through ihe straw ii tie bottom. *
" Let's h'ar yer Buy it 8- tin, mister ? "
" Certainly," aaid Hen ~!i, good-humoredly, ^5ii condition that you'll ~v. me hear you say

lomethiug atierwards ; an'" that is, Good even ^
ng. It ia time we were it 1 getting into night r

quarters; and your horse> and bo forth there c

block up the road." He repeated in a loud J;one, ho that all conld j ^ar him, the word J'4 cow," and marched on fS*-hefore.
" Vot8 by ahow of hancfr, gentlemen," aaid a ®

roice behind him, which he took to be that of
he elderly man who had previously interposed, ®
4 Does Auld treat, or Harrass? Those who ®
leem the stranger to have raid keow will evi- 1
. "-*1. ><"> bp boldintr iin t' eir riirtit kon/to IIrote."

c441)urn it all I " expostulated Mr. Harraaa,
loggedly, " I don't care a dog-goned durn for
hat. He's lamed ter Bay it since he come h'ar.
ifon git him to hooray for Buck an Breck, an e

I'll give in."1
44 Ho, miater! let's h'ar yer hooray for Buck

in Breck I "
The road here turned aside from the river

into the prairiea, and Herman determined to
make ftia escape.

" There's a good old saying," he replied, J1 that' one must not hnrra till after election.'
This is my way. Good night." * 1

He turned aside over the grass, which, though
breast-high along the creek, was not more than 1

ancle-deep on the rising ground opposite. No Jpffurt was made to stop him, though he thought
he distinguished stage whispers and muttering I
aside of, "lie is a Yankee!" "a Abolition- '

ist! " " Free-State spy ! " But, as he reached '

the top of a line of sunset-gilded knolls, which '

in another minute would have hidden his form I
from the beholders, he heard a sharp crack and 1

whistle, and felt a hard blow on his side, and
warm gush over his hip. Before he had time to
think what it could mean, he also felt the world
roll over with him iuto the night, aud ceaaed to
think at all.

CHAPTER XIII. |
The Sisters of Charity.

41 O, woman in our hours of osse,
Unrrrtsmi. coy, and hard lo ph-asr, 1

And variable as the shade
By the light quivering aspen made;
When pain and anguish wring the brow,
A ministering angel thou ".Marmton.

" Young women pretty and incapable old women li«tlesaand useless; aud both young and old, if women ol
sense, perishing of ennui, and longing lor some kind of
a career.'".Thr Potiphar Paprrr.
When Herman came to himself, it was still

very dark ; and through the darkness he felt
that he was carried along steadily without any
effort of his own. His first vague idea was, that
he was in the other world, and that the unseen
ministers of eternal justice were bearing him
on to receive his final doom. This notion was

speedily put to flight, as his senses returned to
their duty, by tbe sound of the footsteps of his
bearers, and their quick, hard breathing. A
sensation of Hickneas and pain from their mo-

tion, presently added its testimony, to feelingly
persuade him that he was still in the bcdy.
But was he in the hauda of friends or foes ?.a
not uninteresting question for a man, who, within
no very long time, probably, had become weaker
than a child. He fixed bis swimming eyes, as
well as he could, on the darkoess before him,
and made out, as well as he could, the darker
outline of a figure in it; and then his faintness
returned, and he could only shut them again,
and lose all other care in the one longing to
have his possessor.*, whoever they were, only
lay him down, anywhere, and let him alone.

In a few minutes more, lifting his heavy eye
lids a second time, he saw himself going feet
foremost into a lighted place, which looked
like the kitchen of a farm-house, llis bearers
laid him down wearily on an old fashioned
wooden settle. As they stepped back from
him, and raised their heads, the flickering firelightshowed them to be women, tall, and
dressed in coarse black gowns, with hugo whitecapebonnets, and black rosaries and crosses
hanging at their waists. The first one was
elderly, pale, and wrinkled, but had a quick
eye, and a cheerful, though firm set mouth.
The other was.Constance Aspenwai.l1 It

|A\A ..«» :. t-:_ e «- -
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face lay in shadow; bnt he saw her. She was
tnrning away, bat one glimpe was enough. As
the other Sister of Charity began to feel his
poise, and say, "Ah! he's coming to! Don't
bo alarmed, sir, you're among friends," he
conld hear, through the open door, her own

voice, so clear and liquid still, but so subdued,
saying earnestly, in the next room, " Have you
any hartshorn, madam? brandy? spirit of any
kind?' Rum?" Oh, ye-1, that will do, thank yon.
And is there any snrgeon you could aeud tor?
Wo have taken the liberty to bring a poor man
here, whom we found lying insensible, down
by Ash Creek, where they were fighting yesterday."

The good woman of the house was heard
basiling and rummaging about in the next apartmentfor an instant, in an outbarst of interjectionsof horror and hospitality, tongue, foot, and
hand, apparently keeping time. The old sister
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wash:
stooped to dip a mug fall of water for Herman,out of a pail, whieh stood on the hearth. Constancereorosaed the threshold, and the paleand gory ghost of her lost love rose from hia
rude conch, and staggered before her. She
tossed her arms wildly above her head, with
all the shriek she did not niter, frozen in her
face. He would have fallen at her feet in the
track which his afresh fiowiug blood had made,lied not Sister Mary Peter, with the qnick in-
stiuct of her profession, whirled round like a
windmill, canght him, and replaced him on
the settle. Constance followed mechanically;and throngh the sickness and faintness which
returned upon him, he could hear her mntter,as if beside herself, " Oh, my God I I havekilled him, and his wounds bleed afresh at the
prpsence of his murderess I " He struggled toriso again ; but Sister Mary forbade it, with
h >th word and deed. "Constance!" "Oh,Herman I" She came before him, and took his
drooping hand. He put hers to his lips. SisterMary guessed something, sympathized, and
covered the little scene from her hostess, (whoseattention was lnciily distracted for the moment
by the operation of cutting with a knife fromher hands the dough which covered them,) bylie dexterous interposition of her person ; butshe could not poesihly let this sort of proceeding go on. It was quite contrary to rule. " Go
out, and see whither the young man has goneiL J.*. n? » *

or mo uoctor, oiater Agnes Alexis," said she,authoritatively, taking Constance by the arm," and don't come back here till you're quitecomposed. The patient must be kept perfectly quiet. I'm going to nndress him and she
put Constance out. "It takes thesfe youngthings some time to get used to the sight cf
blood; and he was a pretty heavy weight for
her to carry. Mrs. Debbs, if you had a chamberwhere we could put him to bed before the
doctor comes." i

" Certingly, Miss Peter, certingly. Rightthis way, ma'am. The best bed's all ready prepared. I'll git you ray ironing-sheet to lift
him on ; and 1 guess I'd better help you a
spoil, if Miss Alexis is flustered. ' Twas some-
thiug of a heft for you to fetch so fur. Pootty
young man, ain't he ? Hope he'll git over it; <
but he does look dreadful bid, don't he? I
never I His eyes is open now. Hope he didn't
hear what I said. La 1 he'll git sver it fast
enough, I'll bet."

Sister Mary locked the door, pocketed the
key, and, aided and abetted by her chatteringhostess, very gently and quickly exchangedHerman's clothes, moistened and stiffened withdew and blood, for a coarse, but clean, homeipunshirt. She then, no other surgeon beingforthcoming, examined his wound, stanched
it, and bound it up as well as she could, which
iras not very badly ; for she had formerly been
3mployed for several months as dresser in a
military hospital in Europe. The ball she
found in Herman's stocking. It had extracted
itself; and. though it had nrewirMialw SornaS «,

rood deal in his system, as a ball sometimes i
will, she thought that it had spared his bones i
ind vitals altogether, and that the great loss of t
jlood would, if he was strong enough to bear it, t
>e of Bervice in preventing inflammation, " pro- c
rided he kept perfectly quiet iu body and mind ; 1
ind he might be sure that Sister Agnes Alexis t
iud she would take the best care they could of t
lira, and do their part, ij he would do his " t
daviug delivered herself thus scientifically andIdiomatically, she look the key from her pocket,equested Mrs. Dobbs, nothiug loth, to take
harge of her patient for ten minutes or so, and
0 lock the door after her, as she did not wish
um to be disturbed, and informed him that if
ie stirred before she came back, it would he
,t the peril of his life. She then slipped quickyout, reelosed the door, and left him to such
omfort as he could find between his soft
laudages without and his hard straggles with
d, while he lay, longing to collect all his repal^'

:ompromise, he knew not how grievously,'' SiserAgnes Alexis." "

As Sister Mary Peter expected, she no soonircame into the passage, with her little lamp t
n her hand, than she came upon her young
:olleague. Constance was kneeling in the
1 irk on the boards, with her hands claAped,
ilmost knotted, over her heart. She sprang
lp, and caught Sister Mary's arm.
" He is doing very well, ray dear, at present,

it least," said the latter, replying to her speechessgesture; " and now come out with me. 1
nust ask you "

" And I must tell you, Sister, I don't forget
ny vow; and if the blessed Virgin and you
vill help me, I won't break it; but I must see
lim and be with hira now; and if you try to
>art us before he is out of danger, I cannot
inBwcr for the consequences. You most
tnow.no, I shall not go away.he might die.
we will whisper.your car. Mr. Arden, this
gentleman, was my lover; but we quarrelled,
*nd parted."

11 Whose fault was that?"
" Mine. He was as upright and warm and

true a lover as woman ever had, only too good 1

For me. I wished to govern him in matters 1 ^
knew nothing about; and he had too much ,
spirit to submit to it, and so we parted. I
thought that I had made him cease to love me;

'

but i see now that I have not; and 1 kuow
that it could have been only despair which <

drove him, as it did me, to this fatal, fatal place.
Now, do I not owe him some amends ?.his life,
if my care can restore him ?.a happy death,
if.oh, lieaven, have pity on us!.he must die ?
Stay iu this house, Sister Mary I Stay, and go
in, and let me go in with you, and tend him
till he is out of danger, or out of this weary
world; and then I will allow you to take me

away with you, wherever you will, to any one
who needs us more. He is too honorable to
tempt me to break a solemn oath, whatever you
may think of me. Stay and be merciful, as you
would have St. Peter show you mercy in your
need 1 I shall control myself perfectly before
the people of the house, and him, and everybodyelse; and so will he, when you tell him
how much depends upon it! "

Constance hurried through these sentences,
almost in the time of any single one, which
Sister Mary had ever heard from her before. Her
tears of grief, terror, and entreaty, flowing as
fast as her words, had meanwhile become a

perlcct rain, and were rapidly thawing tbe not
very hard or cold heart of the experienced
elder, who liked a bit of romance when she
conld honestly come by it, and who, besides, beganto consider, that while getting her out of
Herman's way by finesse was under the circumstancesimpossible, any attempt to do so by the
exercise of authority would probably fail, and
also bring about the very exposure of the
novice's feelings, which it was desirable to
avoid. Constance's hitherto resolntely nuflinchingimplicit obedience, moreover, had led
the sagacious old lady to apprehend that her
mutiny, if she were ever driven to it, might be
extremely formidable ; but it also encouraged
her-to believe that Constance could still commandherself, in this, or any emergency, providedshe saw it to be worth her while.

Just as Sister Mary Peter shewed signs of
wavering, and Sister Agnes Alexis redoubled
accordingly her half-meuaciag entreaties, it
happened in her favor that the key clicked in
me iock, ana tne aoor openea. herman, wun

the canning of atter helplessness, had shut his
eyes aud feigned sleep. Mrs. Dobbs, tired of
silence, and suddenly recollecting that certain
rolls must be taming to bricks in the oven,
stepped forth to seek a substitute. Constance,
seizing her advantage, Hashed in like lightning,
with Sister Mary at her heels, Hew to Merman,
looked in his eyes, and put water to his lips,
but laid her Eager on her own, while her colleaguetook the word :

" Mr. Arden, [so Constance had told her who
he was,] as Sister Agnes Alexis has told me of
your old acquaintance," said Siater Mary, lookingat him siguificautly; (so Constance had
told him how they stood with one another 1
Just like her! Artless, noble hearted creature 1
Mow much better it looked than concealment!
How much more to the credit of all parties!)4* we both think it may be a comfort to you to
have her assist me in taking care of you."" God bless you 1"
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" Talking at present will not be good for- j

you, air; and I have consented, understandingfrom her that you are an honorable man, who will
make no effort to turn her mind from her duty,when her vows rail her away to the service of
others who need her more. That will hardlybe, of course, till you are better, provided you
are patient and docile, so thai it is in our power
to do you goo<1." I
Hermau bowed his pillowed head, looking

very grateful. They understood one auother.
She felt for ibe young lovers, and would gladlydo for them all that she could, consistentlywith fidelity to tho obligations which bound
her; and more he must not and would not ask.
She would Buffer them to pass what might be
his lost earthly honrs together, under the sane-
tion of her presence; but it must be upon her 1
own terms ; and that was all that she could do
for them. She had them in her power ; and
they must and ought to submit. A young sis i
ter in her charge might tend a sick man blame 1
lessly ; hut she must not listen to a lover.
So the bIow hours crept on. The Dobbses

masculine came audibly home iu their trampiug cow hide shoes, tramped up Hlairs, and
anon breathed st>rtorou9ly. Mre. I>obhs, last
of all, knocked at the door, brought iu a plate »
of cold baked pork and beans and pumpkinpie for supper, stared at liermau, requested ]" Miss Peter*' to "jest please mind the lampdidn't drop no sparks," and withdrew to hf^dormitory. Then the long, unbroken nignT U
ranged with clicking footsteps round and ronad
the face of the old eight day clock, while the f
unfortunate young people, so long parted, so
Boon to part again, perhaps forever, sat and lay '
in each other's presence, under the Argns eyes '
of their keeper, with parted hands, and sealed
lips, and bursting hearts.-bursting with a
struggling chaos of love, wonder, hope, and <
dread. IIow much had each to ask and to tell! s
Must they part again, and leave it all unsaid ?
How aooii? When should they meet again? '
As these questions, with a chorus of similar I
ones, rushed through Herman's brain, his pulse <
throbbed higher. To one of them he felt at
last as if must have an answer, or die. Beck- '

oning Sister Mary to bun at midnight, he (
whispered: t

" Is she bound for life?" t
u Oh, no, my son ! "
'4 For how long? " i
" A year." a
He cast towards ConBtance an impressible c

glance of relief and delight, closed his eyes, a
fell asleep, and awoke the next morning with a I
sense of such unwonted and childlike lightness>f heart, that his first idea, on eeeing the bare t
rafters over his head was, that he was a happy c
ittle schoolboy again, spending a vacation at I
3ea Farm ; and when he would have raised (
timself to look about him, the weakness and a
itiflF soreness, which checked him, did but re- f
bind him that he was a happier mau; and, as
re sank back upon his pillow, it was with an c
ueffable sense of thankfulness and joy, recall
ng to him the words, " Verily I say unto you, a
here is no man that halh left house, or brelh a
en, or sisters, or father, or mother, or wife, or b
:hildren, or lands, for my sake and the gospel's,nit he shall receive an hundred fold now in this
ime, bouses, aud brethren, and sisters, and s
others, and children, and lands, with persecu- ll

ions, and in the world to come eternal life." a
[to be continued J b
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flow Jumper Carved the Anchor. b

Mrs. Fleming, in her room, after she had left
lone amid those soft luxuries with which she *'

ad snrrouaded herself. A woman that shed
aara, hot, scalding tears, if we may judge from o
he impetuous way in which she dashed her p
and across her face to remove them. A **

roman that swayed her body to and fro in the
esperate unrest, of bitter anguish. A woman n

rho, in direct antagonism to the poet's asser- a

ion, was t/nhappy because her 44 will was p<

trong." What debate went on in her mind, P
md to what result came the passion of argu- p
nent that thereiu whirled itself, might ha?e h

>erhaps been with accuracy conjectured by ah g
mseen observer of her face. Unseen it was

leedful for him to be, else that face would have *

>een inscrutable. Women can be ever masquers,
or their power of perfect concealment is in di- &
ect proportion to the poignancy of their suf- t
brings. The gift of endurance with propriety, *

valances in them the curse of most acute agony. 0
But, by herself, it did not need that Mrs. Flem- f
ng should undergo the additional torture of au t
snforced hiding away the tokens of that wild 1

struggle going on at her heart. It was very ?
evident that she knew Gilbert Congreve, and j
ielt what gifts of beauty, of love, and of pre- (
eminent attractiveness, it was to be expected i

his daughter would be endowed with. Knowinglikewise, by intuition, as well as through the J
experience just so bitterly acquired, with what <

intense devotion her son must love one so worthy <

of him, she had a most painful conviction of t
how completely his happiness was here involved, 1

_f 1 I / « « 1 1 (
m now entirely nia tuture well-being depended
upon her yielding to his wish, his will, in thia
matter. Loving him a* she did, how could she
oppose him ? All these thoughts peopled her
face with their expression, and vividly hinted
how forcibly they weighed upon her mind. But
behind these thoughts, and momently shadowed
by them, yet ever supreme over them all, was
another element, her pride. That pride so ingrainedwith her character.the color regius of
the whole fabric.the transmuting principle of
her whole life, affecting all it came in contact
with.the crucible, in whose stern, uncompromising(ire-bath all that dared to tempt her
scrntiny was purged of its dross, and purified
up to her high carat slaudard.this was it that
now asserted its claims to be considered, its
supremacy over any other consideration poasi
ble in the premises. As she was pride's rela
tive in ail the closest ties of blood affiliation, so
was she pride's subject by right of conquest,
and in every emergencj be was wont to demandhis ordained tribute. Was she to seem
bumbled before this Gilbert Congreve, whom
bitterly, bitterly she hated, with a bate bloated
by more than twenty years of the pampered
nourishment of this wounded pride, the hate of
one slighted, scorned, humiliated ? Was it to
this man's daughter she must give her son, her
pride, her darling, her Jasper ? The thought
was answered aloud, between set teeth :

" God 1 I'd rather be should bring me home
for my daughter the merest wench, from a
servant's hall or some vile garret.whom one
might Bhow reason for hating, scorning, rejecting.thanthe daughter of this man, whose
pride equals mine, but never shall conquer mine,
never, never, never I"

This defiant resolution, fruit of that supreme
and wicked, because supreme pride, trampling
over everything that stood in the way, with nn

relenting, unpitying will, making clear the path
way to its goal over whatever obstacles, settled
down now in bard, unmistakable lines upon her
face. It was done. The law had passed, and
the tribunal to which was intrusted its enforcementwan as sternly unchangeable as any MedoPersianjusticiary.

She seated herself at a little desk, and, with
the smile of a triumphant thought.yet a smile
that would have shocked any observer, so ruthlesswas it.lighting up her face, she penned in
deliberate manner a note. As she was folding
it, she heard the rapid gallop of a horse oyer
the paved circle in front of the house. Looking
out, she saw Jasper, with' hat pressed down
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r~ n«rn lira iHH«ruuW IDU was WllDlDhim.

" Poor hoy," she murmured; " it is his firsttrouble." There was half a sigh trembled underher breast as she said this; but, then, with a vehementgesture, she added:
"Why does he dare Tesist me? He has muchto learo, much to suffer, much to conquer, andmuch to he conquered in, ere he can pit hiswill against mine."
And she sealed the note with sa antique seal,which she had first to hunt foe in a case of jewelry,a seal, having graven qpoa it in intaglios sespent coiled in an attitude of defiance, acrested, fiery eyed serpent-.with, for motto," Nemo itnpuue me laccssit." She intended itto be significant. Bat, as she looked at theleal, she noticed, for the first, time, its handle,which was also in guise of p serpent, and, itteemed to her, in guise of a serpent wound inetiimaelf with bis owq poisonous fangs, and twistingin tbe uncouth donvdlutiops of a wild agony.The mood she was in made it strike her." I* it not an augury, a token for me?*'.,she

mqfmured. ''Oh, fie upon nfe for a coward I"
m she dropped more olihe ;hot wax upon tbejustamped serpent, with his vindictive legend,tud reseated the letter with her own appropriateseal, the Simple tetters,

W 4
c5fc«" &

In spite of her firm and defiant disposition,.he omen had impressed and aired her.She descended the stair, eitered the library,tnd touched a bell-cord. To the serrant who
tnswered her ring hbe said r *

44 Tell Richard I wish to she him."
Richard, the gardener, ah elderly, sqaareshinned Scotchman, made his appearanceipeedily.
" Richard, I wish you to take this note toifr Gilbert Confrere; place it in his hands, andwing me back a written answer. Go immeIlately. Here is money forlyonr expenses."The gardener started as if he had beeu shot,then he heard her mention the name of;Gilbert3ongreve, eyed her intentlyJfor a minute, andhen grew deadly pale. Mrs. Fleming remarkedhis, and passionately exclaimed :
44 Aye, you also are an accomplice. All are

n the plot, and / knew nothing of it. But ithall fail. I will crush it, if I crush myssU inloing it. Will yon deliver me this note, Orhall I be compelled to find another messenger,lichard ? "
.]"0h, madam," said Richafd, piteously," this is

errible. I had hoped so much from this.so
uuch good to every one.io much happiness..i ~-i <-«
.. j .. om^uou tun uwhw caraianj, msaAffl f
Considered all that will c4me from what yoa
xe about to do? I know what that it, by your 1

ace.dp you know all, Mrs. Fleming ? "
," I do know all, and I have detiuilely and \(inclusively determined.1' -j" God help them, then, and you, too, madam,1*aid Hiohard, in solemn sadness,44 for you will.11 need it. I will give him the note, and bringark an answer."

,He led the room without another word.His earnest tones and warning manner |eemod to impress Mm. Fleming very much, aX>k of hesitancy and doubt came over her face,nd it is possible that, had the gardener come tack at that instant, she might have recalled
tie note. But this passed immediately away,nd she seemed to forget what had occurred in
tie absorbing virtues of the book she began to
eruse.
What she read was singular for the occasion. (t was a little allegory of a poem, by Tennyson, ,The Palace of Art," dealing in his subtile J]ishion with spiritualities, slightly mystical, per- .

ape, and morbid.but she read it in her ,

xaagc mood, not withanf distinct understand- ,

favorite, in fact, not so much for the fine subetiesof the poems, as for tbe wondrous music
f their rhythm, and the sensuous glow of their t
ictures.pictures in which a half drawn feature
ills a whole Btery, a little, wee, withering, flatiringleaf recites a whole Idyl. Bat it was \
ot this surpassing quality of the poet that so 1inch attracted Mrs. Fiemiog. She had taken l
p the book to employ bar vexed thoughts, she tea4 ot in obedience to one of those singular t
hantasies which now and then come over us, t
lvestng words or objects with prophetic «
oweri.that strange direction of the natural, a
innate superstitiousness of mftn, which has t
iven sse to this manner of deriving an augury i
rom things having no rational relationship trith tire debated question, which has invested trith tleir mystic power and wonderful opera- e
ivenew, such.logically. absurd things as the
lories Biblical, the Sot Its Yiryilianw, the
lebrev Bath kol, aud other various manifests
ions (f human credence in the oracular effi- c

iencjof Sortilegy. This blind, irrational methidof disposing perplexities, seemingly go proanen its entire reference to chauce, is, in '

ruth,simply a touching confession of our own «

vea&eas, our own poverty ot means for self- s
loateiance in doubt and danger, and, as such, *
3 aoocthing rather to be lauded than repro- a
>ated It is this very feeling that makes the o
Jhriaian, " when Borrows come and troubles C
oil,'to kneel in humble fashion, and murmur v
' Out Father which art in Heaven I " The c
>owe of altar and oracle, of sacrifice and first- a
VuiUof Haruapex and Augur, of Priestess and >'

iybilay inthia very circfinstance of man'ssense l
)f waknes^reacting upon man's iatuiiion of P
be Itinite. Why it was that Mrs. Fleming "
ihoul have been seized with that irresistible
mriotty to look into the future, and to see tl
what ould be the revulsion of this present step P
ipon eraelf, we know not, but, once possessed t<
with |e desire, there was no other way of grat- a

ifyinpt than just this. If she were to be di- '<
rectertruthfuliy to a symbol of the result, then D
this kok and this poem suited her purpose h
rquak as well as any other choice she could d
make She would thesefore let the poem de- °

ctde-fet what should particularly attract her I1
sotiq pronounce the result of her actions in l'
the psent emergency. It was very seldom that ft

Mrs.'teming indulged in such very fautastic
and rational visions; that circumstance of the d
seal ust have impressed her more than she 'fl

was irare. At any rate, she decided that here "
was er Delphi, this Poem the Priestess of ^
the tpod, and in these vaticination i she was 8<

r.. »k*. a*.r,,~n. -e ^ w
tu u i auu MiwuimD uw ioc nuin.i potru Ul IUC

Fata First the following verse appealed to ^
Iter 4a inner consciousness: rf

'4i^k on herself her «crp«*nt pruic hail Purled.
4o voice,1 she shrieked in lliat lone hail. hi

' 1 voice breaks throng)! 'he silliness of llus world fialie deep, deep siteiieU all!1"

Aia^ain her heart echoed its relationship, ^how W knew not, with a second verse :

liul death and life she hated equally,
\nd nothing raw, for her despair,
l dreadful time, dreadful eternity, g<Jo coiuforl any where."

Shiossed the book upon the table, with a fcr
sneer Bat then she thoaght she would read us
the lend out, and find what more fell upon N
her hrt. She took the volume again into her 0e
hand, leaf had turned, and, of the poem, one

only rse remained : hi
"ji pull not down my palace lowers, that are ]a<

lightly, beautifully buili: «

Piiance I may return with others there,
hen I have purg'd my guill." inl

SUid not nuderstaad the angnry, yet took go
it to rself, and in after days, when the meas- or
re ithings was completed, and the ripeness thi

of elts became perfect, she remembered. a
\Vn Jasper entered his room that night, at

to Mhis aching head where dreams might lei
for dioor rest him, he found upoj his dress an

ing-He a note from his mother. It was an 0(
artfinote, this, conceived and written in a to
spiiif duplicity that one wonld not have be- an
lievter guilty of.one shewould not have been or

gniM at any other moment than this of her so thi
iato excitement. She asked pardon of her wa
3n, her only pride, hope, joy, for what had wo

between them in the morning, and sai
prayed, that he wonld forgive it to her

pastate nature, so inapt at being contra- ba
diet She withdrew that imperative demand to
of k, she said, and only reqnested that he pawodlefer the matter entirely tor a year, when inc

'«
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he would be his own muter, and consequentlynot enforced to nek her consent. In this timedie thought it pouible she might come to view
matters in a different light, or some unforeseen
event might effect such a change in the circumstancesu would eventuate in completeand perfect happiness to all, which Bhe farvently hoped and prayed, for, Qod knew, Kerhappiness consisted entirely in seeing Jasperhappy, and all her aims were for his profit, hisemolument.

Finally, she was expecting a visit from herlawyer, daily; and as it was time Jasper shouldknow something about the affairs of an estateall of which would one day be hiB, would he (ifhe had no other pressing engagements) wait for
a day or two at the Hall, in order to confer withthe legal gentleman, when he should arrive, ashe was so much more competent to elucidatethe whole complexion of affairs, than her poorself, who never had, nor expected to have, anybusiness tact or talent ? And she hoped, never,never, never again would she and her son find
occasion to differ upon any point, great ortrifling. She had went to tbint nf i»..» - ---

ing now. And she was over his most fond, mostaffectionate, most devoted mother.
Jasper did not know what to mAke of thisletter. The style was unlike his mother. Itconcealed something, he thought. Then hecondemned himself for harboring such an ideadaring a second, looking upon it as a fiction ofhis distempered fancy; or, perbAps his mothermight have been too nervons to preserve herwonted serenity, and this had affected a styleusually so clear and straightforward. Thus explaining to himself what perplexed him, he

went to sleep a happier man by far than he had
expected to be for a long time.

In the morning, however, that absurd ideaof insincerity, that the note was not what itshould have been, came into his mind again ;
uor was it possible (of him, by any effort of
will, however strong, to rid himself of a notionwhich he at the same time deemed so unreasonablynonsensical. Unquestionably the nolionwaa very absurd, a mere dyspeptic phantasy,a morbid hypochondriacism,such as sometimesseizes as when our liver is torpid or oar
digestion disturbed.when viewed from Jas
per's stand-point, which only took into consid-
sratiou the maternal element in her n&turo;but, possibly, una likewise supplementing to
this the demands of the womanly nature, which
ware, tc the impartial observer, equally entitled
with those others to be considered, would not
hare found this supposed whim-wham of Jasperso entirely devoid of reason and plausibility.For, Bad as it is to reflect upon, in all
woman the earthly, relative, hedged womanlyelement is equally strong with the heavenly,
divine, absolute, impartial, maternal element.
They are wont to diagniee tbe fact from themselvesby saying they act for the boy's benefit,
temporal or eternal. But it is not so; the boy
is merely the instrument, the stalking-horse,
under cover of which they carry out their designs,satisfy their prejudices, cater to their
narrow little likes and dislikes. Thank God 1
in such matters, woman's art is equal to woman'sselfish littleness, and that she is thus able
to conceal it from us. Thank God, al*o, that
woman's nobility is grand enough, a thousand
fold, to redeem her from the contamination of
this one blot, her healthiness perfect enough to
keep her safe from the spread of this moral
ulcer.
When Jasper and his mother met at the

breakfast-table, no one conld have detected any
lymptoms ofthe strngglo they had gone through,
sack preserving a conventional calmness and
courtesy admirable to behold. Admirable 1
No.this is miserable world's talk I Pitiful to
witness, rather, pitiful in the extreme, that pas
lion so intense shonld be capable of assuminginch impenetrable mask of deceptive calmness

... J!J v:- . r>»
o the matter."
And she replied s 1

" I thank you, my son; let ns not refer to
he topic again."
Nor did they.
In two days and a half, Richard retnrned, 1

lavinc accomnlished bin mioainn i
,, ( ..- uuiuui uouucq

drs. Fleming a note, which she crumpled in '
ter hand, nnread, and Richard fancied ahe
rembled aa ahe thanked him, before going to
ier own room. But old meu have queer noionssometimes, for which they cannot readilytssign reaaona.not that they are the leaa ob
tinately and whimsically tenacious of them on !
hat account, however. In her own room, hav- 1

ng first let tho curtain fall over the window. '

he glare of light was unnecessarily great, she !
hought.Mrs. Fleming read the note. It was 1

. few brief linea, in a fair, bold hand :
'

" What you apprehend, need give you nofur- \her alarm. I will see that your wishes are 1
omplied with. Gilbert Conoreve." (

That was all. I
Yet it seemed enongh to illumine her face '

rith a smile of triumph.a amile, however, that 1
ras as evanescent as it was vivid. What in
crutable beings women are, to be sure! Why
/as it that, after that amile, treading in its *

teps, chasing after it in its liues, came a look y

f the bitterest anguish ? Why was it that this 1

}ueen of self-possession, this regal wearer of 1
elvet and diamonds, smote jewelled hand,lcnched in most ungraceful fashion, repeatedly v

gainst that decorous breast that never heaved. c
n company.but the admiring observer pas 1
ured hia love of the graceful upon the contcm- *

Jation thereof.smote twice, and thrice, and 1

nany times, that hand, sceptre-bearing, against 1
hat breast, ruby crowned ? Why was it that 11

he eye was peopled with that painful look of 1

irofound supplication for relief from an agony u

oo powerful to be endured ? Why died there 11

way, in a cadence of low ullulaticns, over those 8

ps so capable of scorn, that moan, that horrible
ightmare moan ? Why was it, oh ! woman 0

eart, strangest of mysteries that man has to c

eal with, and, in his bungling way, make sense P
f.why was it that, ere the little note found '
lace in her escritoire, under lock and key, "

lose quivering, moaning lips pressed passion "

to kisses upon the inane paper? 81

Thy eyes are vary keen, old gardener, though H

out need spectacles to detect the canker that "

eating the heart out of thy purple passion 8'

ower, with the cross over its perfumed breast. u
here is the sad wisdom of experience in oh- c
»rvant old age, though his back be crooked P
ith stooping, and his fingers horny with labor. ^
ife to thee is a book, which, if thou canst not w

tad tor thyself, thou hast so often heard read ^
some of its pages, that thou hast them by

iart, and can give chapter and verse of with ^
k! facility. Ah, my reader, the pain of age ^
>ides not in its lumbago, its weak eyes, its ^
othlessness, its drivel, but in its memories, 81
j want of power to forget, its inevitable recogtiou of cause and sequence, based upon fore- r<
)ne parallelisms. Let Cato prate, but the tc
ne to die is jast whon we have accomplished, ^
e we need to look back. Let us pray, all of 81

i, that we may be Marshal Saxes, Admiral
bisons, and die during our Trafalgara, after *
ir Fontenoys. ,D
A day or two after this, Jasper learned from P(
s mother that she no longer expected her at

wyer ; he bad written her a cote, to say that w<
isiuest would detain him for a month. She 'e<
tended in the ourse of a week or teu days to or
to the Springs ; would he accompany her, ta
had he a previous engagement ? lie replied, °"
at he wished to make a visit of a day or two, tD.visit which it was necessary for him to make Wl

this time; but, after that, he would be at w<

sure, and would with pleasure wait on her, w(
d avail himselfof her pleasant chaperonage. 00

course, she responded, ber son wonld attend
his own urgent affairs before anything else, 80
a pernaps ne wouia aesire tier lo wait a week cu
bo more for him, which she could do without au
» slightest inconvenience, since the season 00
>s yet young. Oh no; two or three days bli
mid be all he required, and that was all they w«
id.
They felt each that there was a newly-raisedrrier between them, that they were henceforth P«
play at cross-purposes, and that the words
Bsing between them were to be as counters, co
ived in divers ways to suit the yet undevelop- *<

* ^
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ed schemes of their individual games. Eachof thorn remembered this talk, with a vivid remembrance,in the days that came after.the
one » th a fearful regret that so much duplicityhad been infused into the few words spoken ;the o; ler, with a resentful feeling of anger thatsuch jruel deceit had been practiced towardshim. The art of forgetting was held by Theinistcwiesto be one of the chief things thathelpe» to render existence tolerable, and verywisel;-: but the art of aorrowiully rememberingis of ar higher profit to our humanity, andthere-^re, in the final analysis, productive of
great r comfort to poor imperfect humanity.To ft iget is to continue hardened, remorsefullyto lo^k back is to repent and to be comforted.They two, at any rate, vividly remembered,with . remembrance not unfruitful.

J at per bade his mother good bye that
eveui^g, having to st*rt at an early hour thefollor ing morning. He kissed her on the lips,and ' jreased her hand. In that pressure andthat >i«a, each felt the other's rigor softening,like _be in the breath of a south wind, and,with > little touch of mutual emotion, kiss and
pressure were repeated. This too they bothhad (inch occasion to remember.

[to BE COlfTINOKD.]
METAMORPHOSES OF MATTER.

Th.) study of matter is the special business
of physical intelligences. As for ourselves, we
are n;ade of it, we eat it, drink it, inhale it, and
upon oar acquaintance with it rests our mental.and 0K>ral status.our highest pleasure and
great wt good. Yet, what apathy is manifested
towafd it. Amid the business and bustle of lifeit is forgotten, or viewed with indifference. Exceptrn articles of morchandise, scarcely one individualin ten thousand pauses to give it athought. It is, as a general thing, understood
to po isess useful properties, and capable of convenientapplications, beyond which nothing especiallynoticeable is perceived or suspectediu it 2

Bi>; with those that pry into this commonthing, the conviction grows that the most giftedintellects can never fathom a tithe of the mysterieshidden in it, or trace to their source the
simplest of its manifestations. For instance,how incomprehensible its metamorphoses. All
substance made out of the same materials I One
class of bodies shapeless, insensible, and inert;another, captivating in form,colors,and odors;in others, the material is pervaded with appetites-*-andthen, instead of silently lying and
growing in one spot, it leaps, rnns, screams,climbs, and fights, to gratify them.

There is nothing too wonderful to believe respectingits changes of forms and qualities. Thewildest imaginations are left immeasurably behind.Passing by its diverse aspects in ourbodisi; solid in bones, liquid in blood, hair onthe h iad, ivory in the teeth, horn in the nails,Ac., in what a multiplicity of snbstances it min
isters to as daily I We rise in the morning, andbehold it as stone or brick in the walls, wood
on tbs floor, plaster on the ceiling, glass in thewindows, marhln in it# :'L.. w . iur>nvicot HUH ID ine
grate^ air in the room, and gas in the pipes.We are cold, and as fuel it warms us; the shuttersare closed, and it gives ns light. It is
water in the basin and Bo&p on the washstand.As cotton, flax, silk, aud wool, it awaits us inarticles of furniture and apparel; we tread on
carpets and recline on sofas; for purposes oftoilet-:, it serves us in mirrors, razors, scissors,pins, combs, and brushes, as gems and jewelry,coain »tic and perfume.ever changing its forms
and ( ualities with the services required of it.W are hungry, and in how many gnises itoffer* itself as food. In roots, fruits, fish, fowls,and the flesh of quadrupeds; breads, condiment^,and in a thousand made dishes. In the
table it is mahogany, maple in chain, porceUiii lA-t nU*»ic K1- *. 1 1 -a. -J
the aroma of coffee from another; while the waiters,black or white, are made of the self-same elementsas the dishes they serve op.Pride may boast of gentle and of royAl blood,but science shows that Alfred and IlerewArd
were formed of the same ingredients as Qarth,and as the grunters he tended and the mast
they fattened on..Eicbank.

A GERMAN INN.
Ih some places, a kind of a higher class isformed by those who do not allow the women

,o work in the fields and on the roads; it wasii such a family that we spent a little time
luring the apple-gathering and cider-makingperiod, in the autumn. They kept the village
nn, but on a road that did not bring them a 1
.hrong of customers from foreign parts.The father was, in appearance and manners, 1
ike the better class of farmers in New Eng-land, and the wife and daughters also verylimilar to thote we should find in the ssmeDosiliou at home- And al»« »» -. 'L-

r ujuoi any lilt*

comparison goes farther. In both cases, when
hey arrive at a kind of independence, it is the
man alone who arrives at ease. Being no '

longer obliged to work in the field, he only ex- *
ircises a kind of supervision over his atfairs, 1

vorking a little every day if he chooses, and '

he remainder of the time smoking and chat- (

ing with his customers. (
As usual in Qerman inns, there is no place f

vhere a woman can sit down and be decent or 8

comfortable, except in her room, and here we *
ook all our meals. The rooms for guests '

rere furnished with the usual quota of long Jvooden benches, placed against the walls, and 1
he long wooden tables in front, and never c
nade more cheerful by cloth or napkin. There ''
night be seen at every hour of the day also the 1
isual quota of wine-bibbers and beer drinkers, F
aunching black bread, and smoking and gosiping,as if these were the great objects of life. c
We asked for a room with one bed, but were c

kliged to take one with two, and, when we 8
atne to pay our bill, found we were obliged to 8

ay for two also, though only one was occupied P
t was made up with special care for our com t(
art, and consisted first of a thick straw bed, as H

anndatiou ; upon this, at the head, a large *'
olid straw pillow, made upon the principle of 81
n inclined plane. Then came another hard '

ed, but a little softer than the straw. Now the 8!
nowy linen sheets, and two feather pillows, e

pon which it would be impossible to sleep rx- R
ept in au upright position. Upon these weie 81
laced two feather beds, each half a yard in 'jepth, so that from the top to the bottom, the 1
hole measureI two yards. In many peasant n

ousee that we have seen, the guest chamber is 17

irnished with a ladder upon which to climb to n:

le top of the bed, and we should certaiuly w

ave needed.one here, if we had thought of ^nding repose upon such a mountain; bat in- '-1
.ead of this, we spent half au honr removing 111

le several layers, until the proper height was e'

cached for our convenience. We did not have 1^> make our bed, but it was considerable labor ?'
i re-make it; hut we could not think of asking ?D
ny change iu the arrangements, as this would
jstrqy the beauty of the bed, which is everyheremade up as high aod roaud as possible. w

order to look well in their eyes. Kfow it in Cf

>ssible for people to preserve health, sweated 1(1

id sweltered every night by each a process, ^
0 do not understand, and they wondered not a<
»a how we could sleep in any other way. The
ily other forniture of the room was a deal °*
hie, upon which every evening wan seta bowl I"
fresh water for our morning ablutions, and a m
mbler filled with the same for our mouth re
th each day a clean towel, and three times a F1
»ek all the linen of the bed renewed, which di
u) a luxury we never found elsewhere, and in F*
city oftener than once a month.
We had furnished ourselves with chocolate,lowing it could not be purchased so far in the cu
untry, and had, every morning, sweet milk, and the usual good bread, with two eggs, for hs
r breakfast. For dinner, boiled beef and teisck bread, after a soup which was only the Al
vtt r in which the beef had been boiled, some- ha
nes a pickle, and perhaps for dessert a piece cofried pork, or liver, with potatoes. For snp- re
r, chocolate and bread, but others had a of
arty meat supper, at nine o'clock, in the hs
mmon room. The mother and daughters olt
>rked all the day in the kitchen and dining- th
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room; and when we have looked ont veryearly, we have seen the wife washing floors aril
,sweeping the street in front of the house, look

ing weary ere it was dawn, while her <jud$ man
slept. The daughters were very pretty, and
dressed like New England girls of the same
rank, having wholly discarded the pea-antdress. They allowed us freely to enter the
kitchen, and initiated us into all the operation.
of dairy and pantry, and this we found all filer
mail housewives willing to do.

It was, as we said, the bu-y time of the year,and those who went to the fields came heme
with the carts laden with apples, pears, and
nnts, which were deposited in bins for the severalpurposes to which they were destined
What we call in America English walnuts growhere in great abundance, aud taste, waen green,
very much liko butter nuts. The bark is peeledoff and dried for fuel, and the nuts put away in
heaps, for the children to crack aronnd the
winter Are; but among the poorer families
they we carried to market, and exchanged for
articles more necessary to life.
The cider-press stands in the great harnfloor, instead-of having a house by itself, as inNew England, and occupies only some feet ot

space, being turned by a man instead of a horse.A half tun stands to receive the expressedjuice, iu the taste of which we perceive r.o dilference from that we were accustomed to sip
upuu me pnuosopmc principle of suction,through a straw, and which we see children doingin e^ctly the same way here. In thekitchen there is a scene, too, corresponding exactlyto the one exhibited in a New Englandkitchen, whilst the cider is making in the barn.A great kettle hangs in the fire-place, behindthe stove, filled with halves aud quarters of epplesboiling in the liquid, which their hrot he a
have famished; and when it is done, it wiit he
cider applesauce, such as American house- ;
wives put vp lor the winter, and which keepes,good hero, as there, till spring. On the stove
is another kettle with pcar sauce, prepared in
the same way, but sweeter and richer; and
around are various small earthen pots with
stews and sauces of a different kind." Feas
ant Life in Germany."

DISRAELI.
In the January number ui tho Southern L>'

erary Journal, just twenty years a/,., we tiud .

brilliant comparison ol Hnlwer and Disraeli asnovelists. It is, we learn, from the peu of onrgifted fellow citizen, George S. Bryan, EsqDisraeli is now playing a great part in the theatreof the world's history.a statesman of noordinary sagacity and influence. He is everywhere a theme of conversation, and we havedeemed it a matter of general interest to reprc «duce a portion of this article, not doubting ourreaders will be highly gratified at the pernaal..Charleston Mercury.
" If we mistake not, the voice of fashion andthe will of the majority have constituted Bulwer

king of the modern novelists. It seems to bealmost a settled point that he excels all hie r. n
temporaries, and has succeeded t > the throne o.the Wizard of the North. But it may be, as iihas been before, that the majority is in error,and that most infallible jndge, taihion itself,mistaken. Though we submit nnrawloM

«'M «» '»

duty bound, to the power* that be, yet we eonfeesouraelres of the minority, who would givethe crown to Disraeli, and displace the monarchof King Numbers. We think Nature hasbeen more bountiful to him. She has endowedhim with an intenser spirit; she has gifted him
with a larger share of that creative power whichthe world has baptised ' genius ' Thronghcu.the works ot Bulwer, over a 1 his pages, can be
seen a rofined taste, controlling, harmonizing,composing; reducing his varied materials toorder, and disposing them with effect ; from
AK-arv -1-rtO t.>- »ntb. t. » ~anauthor of some geniu<, \on are also conversingwith the pages of oueof still greater talent
and art. The ccpyiat too often arrests your attention.The voice of another is too often recognised.You cannot accede to him the higl
est merit.originality. And it is precisely inthe points upon which he plumes himself.his
sentiment and imagery.that he is most a plagiaristand least original. And these are the
chief charm of his writings. In them lies the
spell which holds the world honnd. But his
talisman came to him at second hand, and is at
best a thing of partnership, a compost and a
manufacture, and we are swayed, not by the
form in which it greets onr vision, or the draperywith which he has disguised it, but by the
intrinsic virtue, whose creation *u 1 vitality was
the work of another.
" Disraeli wields a talisman all his own He

neither bought it, borrowed it, nor stole it. It
came to him the free gift of Nature.as much
bis own as the song of the nightingale, as distinctfrom any other as the notes of the nightingalefrom those of the lark. You are the subjectof a new spell, and stand entranced by a song you
never heard before; its like, even, you havenevelisienedto, and it recalls no other voice. lie has
opened to the world an intellectual region, an
rirgin as that which greets ihe chililreu of the
North, wbeu from out the waves rose upon their
ielighted senses the tliwery and odorous shores *

>f Florida ; its sweeps of decorated prairie and
gorgeous savannas of oriental growth; its reiplendentskies of quivering snowy lustre; its
lalray gale», dissolving the spirit in luxury, an 1
rtoing it to soft repose. So surprised and deightedwas the world when Vivian Grey made
ts appearance ; and the ocean tossed 6trangcrlid not roam the sunny fields of the new found
and with a more eager and startled curiosity,han did the reading world hurry through th«
tassionate, wild, vivid Dfttfws of Vivian. J." Iu point of novelty and freshnesd, we conlectit with one incident in our exp erience. It

(alls to mind when, for the lirst time, in tbr> ,ame land of flowers, a Hook of paroquet*, like
cloud of gold aud preen, with their brightilumage glancing in the sun, darted, with chatBringnoise, by us. We stood in mnte amsze,nd, with child-like wonder, followed the brilantwinged spectacle till it vanished from ouright. It came upon our vision.a revelation,

t spoke of another clime ; it told of another
un and brighter skies. And not only in nov- JIty, but in similarity of character, may theenius of Disraeli be compared to the brilliant
pectacle we have recalled, and to the gay lan «

1 which we witnessed it. Hi* spirit belongs to
le South and to the Kaat. Their birds glitterot with a more gorgeous plumage, nor siug a
tore witching song ; their sky glows not with a
tore vivid Instre; their gales are burdened

tith no richer odor; in all, and over all, thereroods not a more dissolving voluptuousuess.
uxunance, prodigality, and waste; a wildtingling and confusion of delights ; eccentric,-rant, wanton, a bewildering ma/.a ; but life is
lere, life in its intensity, the very riot and revryof life.the earth glowing, teeming, rejoicigbeneath the quickening glance* of its bare
ig son. It is in this attribute of life, and thile giving power, that Disraeli outstrips Bu!
er. It is in this incommunicable gift, which

,innot be purchased by labor, which study ma?
vain attempt to wiu ; before which men foldeir afnm, and are content to despair, and toImire wherever it manifests itself, whether in

ie voice of the orator, or the wondrous formsthe sculptor, or the ardent creations of thatinier.it is in this power and quality, which
ay be mimicked and imitated, but cannot beached, which comes to a privileged few, the
ace and bounty of Nature, a distinction, agnity, flowing from royal prerogative, andanted at her queenly pleasure/'
The Providence Journal explains the diffiiltywhich has occurred between the facultyid students of Brown University. A custom
is long prevailed in the College, and has latrlyincreased, of 44 hazing " the Freshmen,t first the ceremony was little more than a,rmle«a pleasantry, and though always disuntenaneedand forbiddeti, was not severelybuked. The Journal says : 44 But, as is too
ten the ca-e with such abuses, the 1 hazing*is grown more severe, and this year it laudednot only smoking the Freshmen oat of
eir own rooms with tobacco.such of them aq

I


